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Once upon a time there was a hare called Little Grey 
Hare who had a friend called Tadpole. Little Grey Hare 


lived in a forest glade, and Tadpole lived in a pond. 


When they met, Tadpole would wiggle his tail and 
Little Grey Hare would drum his paws. He talked to 
Tadpole about carrots, and Tadpole talked to him about 


waterweed, and it was great fun. 


One day Little Grey Hare went to the pond, but 


Tadpole wasn’t there. Not a sign of him! 
A little frog was sitting on the bank. 


“Hey, Froggy!” Little Grey Hare said. “Have you seen 


my friend Tadpole anywhere?” 


“No, | haven’t,” sniggered Froggy, chuckling to 


himself. “Tee, hee, hee!” 


“There’s nothing to laugh about,” cried Little Grey 
Hare. “My best friend’s got lost, and all you can do is 


laugh! Silly thing!” 


“Vm not silly,” said Froggy. “You’re the one who’s 


silly! Fancy not recognising your own friend. It’s me.” 


“What do you mean-you?” asked Little Grey Hare, puzzled. 
“I’m your old friend Tadpole!” 


‘You?” Little Grey Hare cried in astonishment. ‘You can’t be! Tadpole had 


a tail, but you haven’t. You don’t look a bit like him!” 


“| may not look like him, but | am him all the same,” Froggy replied. “It’s 


just that I’ve grown up and turned into a frog. That’s what always happens.” 
“Fancy that,” said Little Grey Hare. “So it always happens, does it?” 


“Of course it does. Everyone changes when they grow up. From a grub 
into a mosquito, from spawn into a fish, and from a tadpole into a frog, 


everyone knows that! There’s 
even a little rhyme about it. 
Tadpoles whether fast or slow 


Into little frogs do grow” 


And at this point Little Grey Hare decided to believe him. 


“Thanks for telling me,” he said. “I’ll have to think about 


that.” 
And so they parted. 
Little Grey Hare went home and asked his mother: 
‘Will | soon grow up, Mum?” 


“Oh, yes, dear, very soon,” said his mother. “When the 


leaves turn yellow, you'll be big. We, hares, grow quickly!” 
“And what will | turn into?” 
“What do you mean - turn into?” His mother was puzzled. 
“What will | be when | grow up?” 


“Oh, that’s easy,” said his mother. “You'll be a big handsome 


hare, like your father.” 
“We'll see about that,” said Little Grey Hare. 
And off he ran to find what he would like to turn into. 


“Vl take a look at everybody who lives in the forest and turn 


into the one | like best,” he thought. 


The saucy little creature! 


As he walked through the forest, birds sang all around. 


“That’s nice,” thought Little Grey Hare. “Why don’t | turn into a bird? | could just fly 


about singing songs. | like singing, but we, hares, sing so quietly that nobody can hear us.” 


No sooner had he thought this, than he saw a bird sitting on a branch. A gorgeous bird, 


bigger than a hare, with fine black feathers. It was singing a lovely song. 
“Boo, boo, boo! Chuff-chuffick!” 
“Aunty Bird!” called Little Grey Hare. “What’s your name?” 
“Chuff-chuffick!” replied Wood-grouse, for him it was. 
“Uncle Wood-grouse, how can! become a bird?” 
“Chuff-chuffick!” replied Wood-grouse. 
“| want to turn into a bird,” Little Grey Hare explained. But all he got in reply was: 


“Boo, boo, boo! Chuff-chuffick!” 


“Can’t he hear properly?” thought Little Grey Hare. He was 


just about to go up to the bird when he heard footsteps. 


“A hunter! Look out, Uncle Chuffick!” cried Little Grey 
Hare. He hardly had time to hide in the bushes, before some 


shots rang out. Bang! Bang! 


Little Grey Hare peeped out. There was a lot of smoke and 
feathers floating about. The hunter had shot off some of Uncle 


Wood-grouse’s tail. 
So much for Uncle Chuffick! 


“No,” thought Little Grey Hare. “I don’t want to be a wood- 
grouse. They sing nice and loudly, but they don’t hear properly. 


No wonder they lose their tails. We hares always 
keep our ears pricked, on the alert.” 


So off he ran, singing a little song to keep his courage up, 


the Brave Hare’s Song. This is how it went. 
Five, four, three, two, one! 
Along came a Hunter with his gun! 


All of a sudden out Little Hare popped, 


Hunter raised his gun and shot! 

Biff! Baff! Goodness me! 

Hunters climbing up a tree! 

Singing made him feel nice and cheerful. 

Then he saw Squirrel hopping from branch to branch. 

“She does hop well,” thought Little Grey Hare. “Just as well as me! Perhaps | should be a squirrel.” 
“Squirrel, Squirrel, come here!” he called. 

Squirrel hopped down to the lowest branch. 

“Hello, Little Grey Hare,” she said. “What do you want?” 

“Tell me what it’s like being a squirrel, please,” Little Grey Hare asked. “I’m thinking of becoming one.” 


“Oh, it’s very nice indeed,” said Squirrel. “We have a lovely time, hopping from branch to branch, 
cracking cones and nibbling nuts. Only we have a lot of work to do, like building nests and gathering 
mushrooms and nuts for the winter. Still you’ll get used to that. Climb up here and Ill teach you the things a 


squirrel has to know!” 


Little Grey Hare walked up to the tree, thinking: “So they 
have a lot of work to do... We hares don’t have a care in the 


world. We don’t build nests or dig holes...” 
He started to climb up a tree, but he went all dizzy. 


“No,” he said. “I don’t want to be a squirrel! We hares 


id 


weren’t made to go climbing trees 
Squirrel laughed, tut-tutted and threw a cone at him. 
Fortunately it missed. 


On went Little Grey Hare until he came to a clearing where 
some little mice were doing somersaults. Little Grey Hare 


watched. 
Suddenly they all turned and fled for their lives. 
“Fox! Fox!” they squealed. 


And sure enough there was Lady Fox with her fine fur coat, 


white bib, ears pricked and tail held high. A splendid sight! 


“Surely they can’t be afraid of such a fine lady,” thought Little 


Grey Hare. 


He walked out boldly, bowed and said: 


“Good day, Lady Fox! May | ask you something?” 


“Here’s a saucy one!” Lady Fox exclaimed in surprise. “Alright, only hurry up. | don’t 


waste words on the likes of you.” 


“It won’t take a minute. Teach me how to be a fox. Tell me what it’s like. | think you’re 


marvellous!” 
Lady Fox was very flattered. 


“Well,” she said. “I don’t do anything special, just kill what | catch, and eat what | kill! 


That’s all there is to it!” 
This terrified Little Grey Hare, but he didn’t show it, only wiggled his ears. 


“So that’s why everyone’s afraid of you!” he said. “No, | won’t be a fox. We hares 


never raise a paw against anyone else.” 


“A good thing too,” said Lady Fox. “If hares turned into foxes, who would we, foxes, 


have to eat?” 


And her big eyes glittered as she bared her teeth. Any minute now she would pounce 


on Little Grey Hare and that would be the end of him. 


But Little Grey Hare was up and away even before she had finished talking! He said to himself, as he 


sped along: “Fancy her wanting to gobble up a live hare! That means if | were a fox I’d have to eat myself.” 


Little Grey Hare ran round the forest for a long time and saw all the animals. With the exception of 
the wolf, who was even crueller than the fox, he liked them all. But there was always something wrong 


with them. 


He wanted to be a mouse, but they’re so small, or a hedgehog, but they’re so prickly. Nobody would 


stroke him, and hares like to be stroked. Or a beaver, but it was so wet in the river. 


He almost decided to be a bear. Bear told him that he ate honey, and honey was even sweeter than 


carrots. But Little Grey Hare didn’t want to sleep the whole winter away in his lair, sucking his paw. 


“We, hares, can’t do that,” he said. “We were made to run about.” 


And on he ran until he came to a marsh in the forest. 
Then he stopped short in amazement. 


There stood a splendid Beast, as huge as can be, bigger than a 
bear, with long legs, two pairs of ears, as long as a hare’s, and the 


kindest eyes you ever saw. 
He stood there, munching grass and gnawing an aspen branch. 
Little Grey Hare thought he was absolutely wonderful. 
He bowed low to be Beast. 
“Good day, Uncle,” he said. “What is your name, please?” 
“Good day, Little Grey Hare,” said the giant. “My name is Elk.” 
“Why do you have two pairs of ears, Uncle?” 
Elk laughed. 
“You must have mistaken my antlers for ears,” he said. 
“Why do you need antlers?” 


“To protect myself from enemies,” said Elk. “From wolves and 


the rest of them.” 


“Oo, how marvellous!” said Little Grey Hare. “But what’s it like 


being an elk?” 


“Nothing special. We gnaw branches and munch grass.” 
“Do you eat carrots?” 

“Yes, carrots too, if we get hold of them.” 

“And you don’t eat other animals?” 

“Goodness me, no,” Elk replied. “What an idea!” 
This made Little Grey Hare like Elk even more. 
“ll be an elk,” he thought. 

“And you don’t climb trees?” he asked. 
“Certainly not! What for?” 

“And you can run fast?” 

“| should say so,” Elk laughed. 


“And you don’t sleep ina lair in winter and suck your 


pawe” 
“Who do you think | am, a bear?” Elk laughed. 
Little Grey Hare made up his mind to be an elk. 
But just in case he decided to ask one more question. 


“Does it take long to be an elk?” 


“No, not very long,” said Elk. “You have to grow for five or 


td 


six years, then you turn from a little elk into a real big one 


This upset Little Grey Hare so much, he almost burst into 


tears. 


“No,” he said. “We, hares, can’t take five years to grow up. 


Good-bye, Uncle Elk! | can’t do it...” 
“Good-bye, laddy,” said Elk. 
And Little Grey Hare ran off home. 


On the way he passed the pond. There were yellow leaves 
floating on it now. Froggy was sitting on a large leaf. He had 
grown much bigger, of course. He was almost a fully-grown 
frog by now, but Little Brown Hare recognised him all the 


same. 
“Hello, Tadpole that was!” he called. 


He recognised Froggy, but Froggy did not seem to 


recognise him. He took fright and dived into the water. 


Little Grey Hare was surprised. “What’s the matter wit 


him?” he thought. 


Froggy poked his head out of the water and said: 
“Silly thing! Fancy giving people a fright like this!” 


“You’re the silly thing, not me,” Little Brown Hare laughed. “Fancy you, Tadpole that was, not 


recognising your friends. It’s me!” 
“What do you mean - you?” Froggy asked, puzzled. 
“It’s your old friend, Little Grey Hare.” 
“Well, | never,” said Froggy. “But you’re not little anymore. You’re a real Grey Hare now!” 
And back into the water he dived. 
Little Grey Hare looked into the water when the ripples had died down. 


And he saw that he really had turned into a big handsome hare. Just like his father, with nice thick fur, 


strong paws, big eyes and the finest pair of ears you’ve ever seen! 


And he drummed his paws with sheer delight. 


